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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE ſubject of the following poem is taken from the SoRROWwS 
or WERTER, a German performance, univerſally read and ad- 
mired. The author has endeavoured to expreſs, in verſe, ſome of the 
incidents and ſentiments with which he was chiefly ſtruck, in the peru- 
ſal of that affecting ſtory. The following epiſtle is ſuppoſed to have 
been written by Werter, at that period when he was under the moſt 
violent agitations of diſappointed love, and frantic deſpair. How far 
the author has been ſucceſsful in repreſenting the emotions of ſoul na- 
tural in ſuch a ſtate of mind, he has no right to determine : he com- 
mits his cauſe to the impartial deciſion of the public. He might plead + 
that his youth gives him ſome claim to indulgence, but, if he were to 
reſt upon this apology alone, he is ſenſible that he might juſtly be char- 
ged with preſumption, for expoſing a performance, prematurely, to the 
critical eye of experience. He is old enough to have obſerved, that in- 
trinſic merit only can procure laſting approbation to the compoſition, 
either of the young or old. If the poem, now offered to the public, be 
deſerving of approbation, he is confident that it will be honoured with. 
it, and he will thankfully receive it; if not, he ſubmits to the impartial 
award, though his verſes ſhould be as ſhort lived as the unhappy love- 
which they mean to celebrate.. 
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L OST to the world, to all its pleaſures loſt, 
And torn from thee, whom I admir'd the moſt, 
Ere yet my ſoul prepares to wing its flight 

To the pure regions of eternal light; 

Let me, awhile, the deſlin'd blow reſtrain, 

To weep my paſſion, and unfold my pain ; 
The fatal progreſs of my love t impart, 

And ope the ſecret ſluices of the heart; 

Pour out my ſoul in deluges of grief, 

While woeful mem'ry brings a ſad relief ; 
Then let the looſen'd ſoul triumphant ſoar 


To thoſe bright realms, where anguiſh pains no more. 


To thee, dear Charlotte! be theſe lines addreſt, 
Thou fair, thou fatal conqu'ror of my breaſt: 
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Let this ſad letter faithfully impart 
The woeful records of a wounded heart; 
With pity's eye, thou charming fair one! ſee 
How much I lov'd! how much I bore for thee! 
Trace ev'ry pan g! and tremble, while you read 
What dire eſſects from hapleſs love proceed ; 

His ev'ry pang to thee does Werter owe! | 
| To thee, ſweet, guiltleſs cauſe of all his woe! 
At ev'ry line the guſhing tear ſhall ſtart, 
And thrilling pains ſhall vibrate through thy heart; 
Staind by thy tears, the words ſhall faintly _ 
Till ſenſe is loſt amid a cloud of woe; 
Yet ere this letter ſhall by thee be read, 


The hapleſs writer ſleeps among the dead. 


Yet let my ſoul indulge its pleaſin g pain, 
And call to mind each paſt! each bliſsful ſcene! 
The fond delirium of my love purſue, 
And tell how much I lov'd, and felt for you! 
Ye ſmiling days! when nature bloom'd around, 


And ſummer's liv'ry cloath'd the verdant ground, 
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Then firſt my Charlotte blaz d upon my ſight, 

While my rapt ſoul o'erflow'd with fond delight; 
Loſt in amaze, I gaz'd upon thy charms, 

Then firſt this heart experienc'd ſoft alarms; 

What melting accents did thoſe lips impart, 

And evry word ſhot thrilling through my heart, 

Thy charms, bright fair! mild, innocent, and gay, 

Beam'ꝭ' d forth all beauteous, and adorn'd the day: 

I caught thy glances with a ſweet ſurpriſe, 

And fir'd my ſoul with luſtre from thine eyes. 

Ima ge of piety! when J deſcryd 

The lovely children ſporting by thy fide, 

Each tender babe beheld in thee combin'd 

The ſiſter, mother, and th' inſtructor kind. 

In love's fierce raptures all my ſoul was toſt, 

In ſweet confuſion ev ry ſenſe was loſt * 

My heart heavd joyful at the ſoft command, 


For, oh! what heart ſuch charms could e'er withſtand. 


Ah ever dear! yet ever fatal hour! 
When firſt I yielded to ſuperior pow'r, 
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When, ſwiftly owning Love's all mighty ſway, 
This heart with ardour kindled to obey. 


Why gaz'd I, Charlotte, on thoſe heav'nly charms? 


Thou, thou wert deſtin'd for another” s arms; 


Unhappy Werter muſt all hopes reſign ! 


Dread thought! my Charlotte never could be mine! 


Too late I felt the God's all-pow'rful dart, | 
Too late I ſtrove to tear thee from my heart; 
Deluſive hope! Love check d the raſh deſire, 
And ſtill thy charms heap d fuel on the fire. 
Then was I left to all the ſings of care, 


To feed a paſſion founded on deſpair, 
Jo view thy beauty, and with ſighs adore, 


With awe to view thee! but, alas! no more, 


. diſtance to behold the lovely prize, 
And drink freſh poiſon daily from thine eyes; 


What then I ſuſfer'd, and how well I lov'd, 
By tears, all cloquent, could beſt be prov'd: 


But lo! the fatal, nuptial knot is ty'd, 


The joyful Albert leads his blooming bride: 
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For ever Charlotte from theſe arms is torn, 
And to the bridal bed in triumph borne. 

Oh heav'ns ! while Werter bleeds in dire diſmay, 
And night renews the torments of the day, 
The happy Albert folds thee in his arms, 
Glues to thy lips, and riots on thy charms ; 

He checks thy terrors with an ardent kiſs, 
Thoſe virgin terrors that augment the bliſs ; 
Then, then as cloſely in his arms thou'rt preſt; 
Does no one ſecret ſigh eſcape thy breaſt, 
Nor one ſad tear for hapleſs Werter flow ! 


For him, who bears for thee a world of woe ? 


Ah no! falſe Fair! thou yield'ſt him all thy charms, 


And Werter 1s forgot in Albert's arms. 


Whar have I ſaid? What phrenzy racks my ſoul! 
My paſſion rages! ſuff ring no controul : 
Forgive! forgive, O lovely, guiltleſs fair ! 
The furious impulſe of forlorn deſpair; 
The ſad remembrance of each former ſcene 
Storms through my heart with agony of pain. 
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'Twas I, dear Charlotte, was alone to blame, 
To ſoothe, to nouriſh this deſtructive flame; 
This fatal paſlion, that all bounds ſurpaſt, 

That ſtill burn'd fiercer, by deſpair encreaſt: 


Twas guilty Werter who diſturb'd thy peace, 
And Death, death only can the wrong redreſs. 


Yet wert thou form'd to fill theſe eager arms, 


And I, my angel! might have gain'd thoſe charms : 


Oft have I mark'd thee heave a gentle ſigh, 


And trac'd the tear that trickled from thy eye. 


Love by degrees prepar'd his pointed dart, 


And gain'd a ſoft admiſſion to thy heart: 
But ah, too late; each flutt'ring hope was o'er, 


Thou ga v ſt me pity, but thou coud'ſt no more ; 


Let 'twas a bliſs, that language cannot name, 


To find my Charlotte felt the gentle flame. 


Les; were we form'd each others arms to bleſs, 


So pure a paſſion merited ſucceſs ; 
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Each heart was form'd to feel a mutual flame, 
The ſame our pleaſures, and our taſte the ſame. 
Oh bliſsful ſtate! when two fond boſoms burn, 
And wiſh for wiſh, and love for love return : 

Not ſuch the raptures Albert feels for thee; 

But thou, my Charlotte, hadſt been bleſt with me! 
Alas! he views thee with no Werter's eyes, 

Ah, too unconſcious of ſo fair a prize; 

But oh, what tranſport had our union crown'd, 


And Love, and ſweet content had ever bloom'd around. 


Yet ſtill, my Charlotte! ſtill ſhalt thou be mine, 
So ſweet an object I ſhall ne'er reſign, 
From me, tho' ſever'd by religious ties, 
Heav'n ſhall beſtow what cruel earth denies. 
In thoſe bright regions free from mortal care, 
Where all is glory, and where all is fair; 
Where ev'ry form a ſmiling aſpect wears, 
No huſband threatens, and no anguith tears ; 
Where truth, and juſtice find a pure regard, 


And white rob'd virtue gains a ſure reward; 


2 WERTER TO CHARLOTTE. 


There at th' Almighty's throne ſhall I remain, 
He'll ſoothe my ſorrow, and allay my pain; 
And when arriving, thou ſhalt bleſs my ſight, 
III ſpring to meet thee with a pure delight. 


Then at the foot of that imperial throne, 


To him my ſuff 'rings I ſhall then make known; 


There, there diſcloſe that pure, that heav'nly flame, 


And Love's bright paſſion ſhall enforce my claim: 


Heav'n then ſhall ſmile conſenting to our love, 


And heap freſh bleſſings in the realms above. 


At night, when flumber ſeals each mortal eye, 


My lovely Charlotte in my dreams I ſpy: 


Along the valley we together ſtray, 
And in delightful converſe cheat the day; 


I preſs thy tender hand, I drop a tear, 


But thy kind glances bid me not deſpair ; 


I wake—thec ſweet illuſions mock my eyes, 


I ſtretch my arms—the lovely phantom flies: 
Bereft of comfort, floods of anguiſh flow, 


I figh and ſorrow o'er my future woe: 
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Still thro' my boſom fierce ſenſations rove, 
All! all the ſymptoms of ill-fated love: 
Fierce love {till rages with unbounded ſway, 
Ah! what can calm it, and the ſtorm allay. 
Now rays of flutt'ring hope my breaſt inſpire, 
And my heart melts in tides of ſoft deſire. 
Should Albert die! then Werter might be bleſt! 
Might claſp his Charlotte to his panting breaſt ! 
Falſe thought begone! ye fond deluſions ceaſe, 
For ne'er can Charlotte crown my warm embrace. 
Then in a thouſand pangs my ſoul is toſt, 
Falſe hopes delude me, and 1 ſtill am loſt. 
Alas ! this fatal phrenzy drives me on, 
T” encounter rocks, which prudence bids me ſhun ; 
I ſtart with horror, ſhudd'ring thro' deſpair, 


And each gay viſion vaniſhes in air. 


Recal, my love! recal that fatal hour, 
When virtue ſunk beneath ſuperior pow'r : 


When love's fierce paſſion eager led me on, 


T' attempt a danger, which I ſtrove to ſhun. 
D 
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Then round thy waift my eager arms I preſt, 
And glowing, claſp'd thee to my panting breaſt ; 
When thy ſoft lips did balmy warmth inſpire, 


And kindled thro' my ſoul a thrilling fire: 


Each touch was magic, and each look was love, 
And melting kiſſes did the joy improve. 


Loſt was each ſenſe in paſſion's ſweet exceſs, 


And virtue ſtagger'd at th' approach of bliſs. 


Then as I claſp'd thee in my folding arms, 

Suck'd tranſport from thy breath, and panted on thy charms ; 
Thy voice at once reſtrain'd the fierce deſire, 

And in its progreſs check'd the rapid fire. 

No more the tides of joy began to roll, | 

Bright virtue roſe triumphant o'er my ſoul. 

That flame divine th' imperious paſſion ſway'd, 


The voice of Charlotte I ike Heav'n's obey'd. 


Yet oh! forgive! forgive th” impetuous flame! 
The guſh of paſſion then no pow'r cou'd tame. 
The ſoft transfuſion of that balmy bliſs, 


Still riots thro' my ſoul in deep exceſs. 
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What kindling tranſports did thoſe charms inſpire, 
Thoſe looks of ſweetneſs ! and thoſe eyes of fire! 
Swift thro' my heart the fatal poiſon flow'd, 
Unbrac'd each nerve, and ev'ry ſenſe ſubdu'd. 
Theſe arms have folded all my ſoul held dear, 
And one {ſweet hour has balanc'd months of care; 
Still on theſe lips I feel the warmth divine, 
That melting warmth, which they imbib'd from thine! 
Nor years th' impreſſion cer can waſte away, 


It rivets deeper, and augments its ſway. 


But now, my love! theſe once lov'd ſcenes have ceas'd, 
And Death's fierce image ſways my tortur'd breaſt: 
'Tis fix d, my Charlotte! Death muſt cure my woe ! 
My ſoul with tranſport waits th expected blow; 

'Tis not vain paſſion bears me to my fate, 

My heart reſts quiet, and my ſouls ſedate; 

Nor through the impulſe of forlorn deſpair 
Does Werter ſeek this remedy for care; 

But ſince my woes their deſtin d courſe have run, 


'Tis Death muſt finiſh what my Love begun ; 
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Too long fierce tortures rent this hapleſs heart, 
And Death alone can mitigate the ſmart. 
He comes more joyful, and in ſmiles array'd, 
Since tis for thee the ſacrifice is made: 
Oh! at the thought, vain, empty terrors fly ; 
He looks more charming as he comes more nigh! 
Soon as thy hands this letter ſhall unfold, 
A dreary grave the fad remains ſhall hold 
Of one, who pour'd for thee his lateſt breath, 
And ſought repoſe within the arms of Death. 
Thy words no more ſhall heav'nly joys impart, 
Or with new virtues fire this glowing heart ; 
That heart, where love once held a pow'rful ſway, 


No more ſhall Kindle, and no more obey. 


When laſt from thy dear preſence forc'd to part, 
 Heav'ns! what fierce tumults ftorm'd throughout my heart; 
Oer my whole frame a ſhiv'ring horror prey'd, 

All hopes forſook me, and all comfort fled: 

By tears, at length, I gain'd a ſad relief, 

And my ſoul floated in a ſea of grief, 
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A thouſand ſchemes ruſh'd through my tortur'd breaſt, 
Each ſenſe diſorder'd, and each hope ſuppreſt; 
At length triumphant did one thought remain, 


'Tis Death, death only can relieve my pain. 


The wiſh'd for hour, my love! approaches nigh, 
When Werter, with his woes, in peace ſhall lie; 
But yet it ſoftens all I feel for thee, 
To think my Charlotte may reflect on me; 
Theſe hopes for once my heart-felt pangs reftrain, 
But 'tis a pleaſure that is mix'd with pain. 
Full well I know what pains thy heart fhall feel! 
What ſighs ſhall iflue! and what tears ſhall ſteal ! 
To think that boſom ſhall with pangs be rent, — 
Awhile with- holds me from the fix'd intent. 
When you, my love! whilſt ev'ning bluſhes fair, 
Walk forth t' enjoy the fragrant, cooling air; 
When oft through thoſe delightful ſhades you rove, 
(Thoſe ſhades once conſcious of my hapleſs love) 
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Oh! think how Werter, with a lover's pace, 


Sprung from the valley to thy dear embrace ; 


Then ſhall you view, with ſorrow-ſtreaming eyes, 


Where, wrapt in ſleep, what once was Werter, lies, 


And when the ſun his rapid courſe has paſt, 


And faintly glimmers from the diſtant weſt, 
My fair ſhall view, while pangs her heart aſſail, 
The graſs high o'er me trembling to the gale ; 


Then ſad, and {lowly homeward you'll return, 


Vent your ſoft ſorrows, and in ſecret mourn ; 
In all the ſymptoms of forlorn deſpair 

You'll look around—but ſee no Werter there. 
He who has oft a juſt attention ſhew'd, 
Imbibing virtues as from thee they flow'd ; 


The recollection of each paſt delight 
Shall rack thy ſoul with anguith, and affright; 


A thouſand pangs thy boſom muſt endure, 


And thou muſt bear em, hopeleſs of a cure; 


Yet ſoon {ſhall Death uplift his pointed dart, 


And treeze the pulſes of this beating heart: 
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My ſoul determin'd, and my thoughts reſign'd, 
The heart at length ſhall triumph o'er the mind; 
Nor didſt thou think, when laſt I bade adieu, 
That thoſe fond eyes no more ſhould Charlotte view. 
Alas! no more! what now theſe lines impart, 
Shall rouze ſoft ſorrows from thy ſwelling heart: 
Theſe eager arms, that once encircled thine, 

Muſt ſoon the glowing warmth of youth reſign; 
Theſe eyes, that ſpoke the racking pains I bore, 
Muſt ſoon their once rebellious fire give o'er, 

No more ſhall they behold the ſun's fair light, 
Dark clouds ſurround it, and conceal from ſight: 
Let Nature now relent in pearly dew, 

And join her kindly tears, my love! with you. 
Thy Lover now the goal of fate draws near, 
Nor does he tremble! nor recede with fear: 

This the laſt day! yet wherefore then the laſt; 

It haſtes that ſuccour to my ſuff rings paſt. 

Now vital warmth inſpires this mortal fame, 


But ſoon death's hand ſhall freeze that heav'nly flame; 
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Theſe ſpirits circle for thy ſake alone, 


For thee, a cauſe much dearer than their own. 
What is that death which doth ſuch terrors frame ? 
'Tis but mere lumber, and a gentle dream 

Tho' Death from torments ſhall this boſom free, 


Death ne'er can ſeparate my heart from thee. 


Glad to the ſtroke my boſom I preſent, 
My Love affords the fatal inſtrument. 
The means of death ſince I receive from you, 
Heav'n muſt the blow with approbation view: 
Thou gav'lt the piſtol with a fearful mind, 
And didſt thou deem it for ſuch uſe deſign'd ! 
But ah, my Love! thou gav'ſt not one farewel! 
Not one ſad tear for hapleſs Werter fell. 
Oh! could your heart the tender flame reſign, 
In that ſweet hour which ever makes me thine: 
The ſoft impreſſions nc'er ſhall quit this heart, 
Nor thy dear image ever thence depart. 
Yet love ſtill whiſpers ; yes! with joy I ſee. 


Thou can'ſt not hate the man who doats on thee. 
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And thou, O Albert! this adieu receive 
With pity hear me, and my wrongs forgive 
"Twas hapleſs Werter who diſturb'd thy reſt, 
And ruffled with fierce pangs thy peaceful breaſt : 
He ſow'd the bitter ſeeds of jealous ſtrife, 
Twixt thee, O Albert! and thy lovely wife: 
For this a juſt atonement ſhall be made, 
And death already ſpreads his mournful ſhade. 
Yet Albert, hear! my dying accents hear ! 


Comfort that angel, and relieve her care: 


Soothe thoſe ſoft ſorrows that for me ſhall flow; 


And let thy mildneſs mitigate her woe ! 


And when ſhe drops the tender tear for me, 
(Paſt friendſhip ſhall exact a tear from thee:) 


Join in the ſympathy, her thoughts compole ! 


Sigh back her ſighs, and mingle in her woes. 
Theſe wiſh'd-for hopes ſhall fortify my heart, 
Compoſe Death's terror, and allay the ſmart: 
So ſhalt thou hope the gifts of Heav'n to ſhare, 


And ſhine exalted in a glorious ſphere. 
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And ſuit the ſpirit of my ſoul full well. 


22 WERT ERTO CHARLOT TE. 


And now the dreary, fatal hour draws nigh, 
And Love exclaims aloud, © 'Tis time to die.“ 
All round deep filence holds her awful reign, 
And my ſoul brightens at th approaching ſcene !' 
Thro' the brown gloom I caſt my eyes around; 
And lo! what dark ning ſhades the Heav'ns ſurround! 


Concealing Nature in one thick'ning veil, 


Shall I one favour from thy mercy find ? 


Wilt thou, my love! to my remains prove kind? 
Where the two lime-trees rear their awful head, 
There, there let Werter with his woes be laid! 
Thou with thy father all perſuaſions uſe; 


So ſmall a favour he can ne'er refuſe! 


But pious ſouls perhaps may diſagree g 


Nor with to reſt near ſuch a wretch as me! 
Then in ſome valley let my relics lye; 
Remote, and: diſtant from each human eye *. 
Or let me ſlumber on the common way, 
While my ſad fate the marble ſhall diſplay; 
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That when ſome wand'ring-trav'ller ſhall behold 
The tomb, which Werter's relics does enfold, 
My hapleſs fate may rouze the ſwelling ſigh, 
And tears may trickle from a ſtranger's eye. 


'Tis paſt! my Charlotte! Death triumphant reigns, 
And o'er this boſom ſhakes his icy chains ; 
But could my death give quiet to thy heart, 
With what ſwift tranſport I'd perform my part T 
Oh! on ſuch terms how ſweet the ſacrifice! 
But cruel fate ſo ſoft a boon denies. 


Now my rack'd ſoul ſwift hovers oer the grave, 
And now this laſt adieu, my love! receive. 

Adieu! thou lovely cauſe of Werter's pain! 
1 Yet ſoft! O ſoft, my ſoul! thy pangs reſtrain! 
How well I lov'd thee, 'tis my death can tell. 


Farewell, my Charlotte! Love, and Life farewell! 
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